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was not a door she remembered she went through it.
She found herself in a long, arched room, with mir-
rors between the arches; she went along it, glancing
from side to side, and suddenly she saw a girl stand-
ing in front of one of the mirrors with her back turned.
The girl had yellow hair with its curls tied in bunches
high on her head, and bound with yellow ribbon that
dropped small sapphires among it; she wore yellow
gauze trousers fastened at waist and ankle with blue
cord, and her heels were small and rosy on her blue
slippers. Her eyes met Lallek's in the mirror; she
turned slowly, lifting her hands to the sapphire hang-
ing between her breasts; she was not afraid of Lallek's
sword.

'Why are you dressed like a boy,' she said, 'when
your eyes are so much a girl's?'

Said Lallek: 'Tell me the way out or I shall kill
you!'

The girl spread her arms in a quick, beautiful ges-
ture: 'I don't know; nobody does. People ought to
think of that before they come into the Round House.'

TL did think,' said Lallek.   'But who are you?'

'Don't you know me? I'll show you - ' She clap-
ped her hands and out from behind a pillar ran two
black dwarfs, one with a drum, the other with a silver
pipe; they squatted on the floor and played, faster and
faster. The fair girl kicked her slippers off as she
started her dance; it swept her in a flutter of feet and
hands from one arch to another, she was a summer
storm tearing the leaves from the trees. And all at
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